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He agreed that it was.    They were recon-
ciled and were good friends again.

But when two people live together, every
struggle between them, however handsomely it is
ended, alters the relationship. Judith was now
on her guard. She watched Georges, even as
the crimson bird watched her. Yes5 the crimson
bird was very like Georges. It was charming
when it wished, and twisted its neck to be scratched
and rubbed its beak against your finger. But
it surrendered, for no very obvious reason, to the
most frantic tempers, screaming its rage and
rasping its claws against the cage; it was very
proud of itself and its feathers, and its spirit was
undaunted, which was also one of the fine qualities
in Georges. Judith had no intention of sur-
rendering to Georges; he should not dominate
her, but he was now a little distance removed from
her. She must be close to him without his
knowing it. She thought that she was clever
enough for that. But it is difficult for any
woman who has a very tender heart and no
sentimentality. She is for ever tempted into
situations that seem to her foolish. And there-
fore she keeps back so much that she feels.

As the summer came nearer Georges began to
grow very restless.

He was not restless with the place. In his
fashion he cared for it almost as deeply as Judith
did, and it did not worry him at all that the people
did not like him. Ever since he had first come
to Cumberland as a little boy, the Cumbrians
had disliked and suspected him, and it had never